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Dr. Voet, however, who had already won his
spurs as chief doctor at the Albacete base, had an
entirely   different   conception   of his   duties.   He
opened wide the doors to the outside world and the
sunlight of a new hope filtered through the stately
rooms.   " In hospital No. 3 at Albacete/' he said to
me, " we had a young Dutchman, whose leg, which
had been amputated above the knee, continued to
swell ; but nothing could break his spirit.   Every
morning he took up his crutch and went from bed
to bed to cheer up the others.    It was his daily
task, he said.   This young man had on his own
discovered the surest way to recovery.   The neces-
sary will to get well is only to be found in those who
do not consider themselves simply as human wrecks,
but realize that their lives can continue to be of
value  to  others."   I  was  reminded  of a  young
Spaniard whom I had noticed in hospital a few
days ago.   He was a fine, well set-up fellow who
had lost an arm, and now spent his time in the
parlour picking out with one finger the notes of a
tune on the piano.   Sometimes he would heave a
deep sigh as if it were very difficult, but when finally
he had reconstructed the little tune, his whole face
beamed with a happy smile.   Although his thin
little tune had begun to bore us all, nobody who
had once seen his joy had the courage to say a word.
As we had requisitioned the greater number of our